So the ordered and licit love ashore, is hardly fresh and free
As this light love in the open wind and salt of the outer sea*

So sweet you are, with your tinted cheeks and your small

caressive hands,

What if I carried you home with me, where our Golden

Temple stands?

Yet, this were folly indeed; to bind, in fetters of per-
manence,

A passing dream whose enchantment charms because of

its transience.

Life is ever a slave to Time; we have but an hour to rest,
Her steam is up and her lighters leave, the vessel that takes

me west;
And never again we two shall meet, as we chance to meet

to-night,
On the Junk, whose painted eyes gaze forth, in desolate want

of sight.

And what is love at its best, but this? Conceived by a passing

glance,

Nursed and reared in a transient mood, on a drifting Sea

of Chance.

For rudderless craft are all our loves, among the rocks and

the shoals,

we may know one another's speech, but never each

other's soak